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Joan of Arcys Farewell to Home
"pjahewell, ye mountains, ye beloved glades,
JT   Ye lone and peaceful valleys, fare ye well!
Through you Joanna never more may stray,
For aye Joanna bids you now farewell.
Ye meads which I have watered, and ye trees
Which I have planted, still in beauty bloom !
Farewell, ye grottoes, and ye crystal springs !
Sweet echo, vocal spirit of the vale,
Who sang responsive to my simple strain,
Joanna goes, and ne'er returns again.
He who in glory did on Horeb's height
Descend to Moses in the bush of flame,
And bade him stand in Royal Pharaoh's sight;
Who once to Israel's pious shepherd came,.
And sent him forth, Ms champion in the fight;
Who aye hath loved the lowly shepherd train ;
He, from these leafy boughs, thus spake to me :
Go forth !  Thou shalt on Earth my witness be.
Thou in rude armour must thy limbs invest,
A plate of steel upon thy bosom bear.
Vain earthly love may never stir thy breast,
Nor passion's sinful glow be kindled there.
But war^s triumphant glory shall be thine,
Thy martial fame all women shall outshine I
For when in fight the stoutest hearts despair,
When direful ruin threatens France, forlorn,
Then thou aloft my oriflamme shalt bear,
And swiftly as the reaper mows the corn,
Thou shalt lay low the haughty conqueror ;
His fortune']s wheel thou rapidly shalt turn,
To GauVs heroic sons deliverance bring,
Relieve beleaguered Jtheims, and crown thy king !
The Heavenly Spirit promised me a sign,:
He sends the helmet—it hath come from Him.
Its iron filleth me with strength divine ;
I feel the courage of the cherubim.
As with the rushing of a mighty wind
It drives me forth to join the battle's din ;
The clanging trumpets sound? the chargers rear,
And the loud war-cry thunders in mine ear.
By the German poet Schiller
The Poet of Paradise
M
iilton almost requires a solemn service  of music  to
be played before you enter upon him.    Charles Lamb

